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In biology, a chimaera is created when two zygotes collide at an early
stage of development, resulting in a unique creature containing two
distinct sets of genes. The name is borrowed from Greek mythology
where chimaeras are fire-breathing monsters born with the mixed
attributes of lions, snakes, and goats. As creatures of myth, chimaera
represent a narrative union of disparate parts; a collision of the fantastic
and the mundane.
Clay can be used to explore this dichotomy, utilizing its ability as a
mutable canvas to embody a vast range of visual vocabularies while
referencing its rich history and placing new creations into context.
The Fableware of the Garden of the Grotesque features ceramic
vessels that tell the stories of metamorphosis and hybridity within an
otherworld. Through the lens of the chimaera and the medium of clay
the lines between story and vessel can begin to blur and guide viewers
to ask what is possible rather than what is “natural.”
Each fragment constructing a chimaera has its own history, and these
origins are expressed in their temperament, compositions, and collision
with other pieces. By using the chimaera as a model of synthesis, we can
center the possibility of what could happen in life rather than become
stuck in the expectations of what should happen. By using the chimaera
as a blueprint we can find empathy for ourselves and others as beings
composed of many influences and experiences. A fusion of the fantastic
and the mundane.
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“It would be very interesting to record,
photographically, not the stages of a
painting, but it’s metamorphoses. One
would see perhaps by what course a mind
finds its way towards the crystallization of
its dream.”
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grove asks the raven. “I am already full
enough of creatures, I do not know if there
is room for you to stay.”
“I only need a moment out of the
rain.” The raven responds.
The
grove
ponders
for
a
moment.
“You may stay if you tell us a story,
since there is always room for more of
those.”
The raven considers this. “I will warn
you that my stories will take up more space
than I do. I do not know if they will leave
with me when this storm is over.”
“We tell new stories every night!
What is one more?” The crickets chirp.
“We sing new stories every morning!
We’d welcome something new!” The birds
add.
“Very well.” The raven says. “I will
begin.”
And while the rain puttered on and
the storm apologized further, the Raven
began his tale.

There is a grove in the Garden of
the Grotesque that is never empty, always
gathering creatures and stories beneath its
laden branches.
In the morning the air is suffused
with birdsong welcoming the sun. Around
midday, the afternoon breeze teases and
tousles the leaves. In early evening, the
sky hums a vibrant blue, golden light
drizzling on staccato wildflowers. When
darkness creeps in the fireflies creep after
it, flickering and twinkling as they recreate
the dance of the stars. When the fireflies
begin to laze, the crickets and frogs fill the
night air with a sawing chorus. As far as the
grove knows, this is how it always should
be.
One afternoon, a storm finds itself
lodged overhead; it apologizes to the grove
with humble rumblings. A raven finds itself
caught under the boughs, soggy and tired,
wanting to pause for a moment to get out
of the rain.
“Why have you stopped here?” The
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There once was a girl who walked
along a beach to the same party every day.
On the cusp of childhood, the girl had not
yet acquired worries, for the weather was
always fair and the walks always pleasant.
The journey was long enough that
she occupied herself by looking out at the
sea, dreaming of what might happen beneath its mysterious blue veil.
One day the girl heard a small voice
that came from a tidepool just off the path.
When she stooped down to look inside she
found a beautiful glittering fish.
“You must help me!” The glittering
fish said. “There was a great storm this
morning and the world spun and twisted
and dragged me far away from my home! I
cannot make it back to the ocean with the
tide so far away!”
“It’ll come back.” The girl responded. “You just need to be patient!”
“I may not be alive when the tide returns!” The glittering fish answered. “The
sun is hot today and this pool is shrinking
quickly.”
“I am headed to a wonderful party
just up ahead and cannot be late.” The girl
said. “I am going to see my favorite friends
and eat all my favorite foods.” The girl went
to stand so she could resume her journey.
“I can take you to visit my home
where no human has ever been!” The glittering fish cries. “It is a beautiful place on
a hidden sandbar out to sea! The corals
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are more delicate than the finest lace and
anemones wave like linens drying in a lazy
afternoon breeze. There are hundreds of
thousands of fish that shimmer in every color of the rainbow.”
The girl turned back to the glittering
fish. “How will I get there? I cannot breathe
underwater and I cannot swim very well.”
“If you swallow me whole, I’ll become a part of you for a time and I can
help.” The fish said. “You will be able to
breathe in the water and see things you’ve
never seen before. When you’re done, we
can come back to shore and you can burp
me up and we can go our separate ways.”
“It has been a long time since I have
seen something new.” The girl answers
thoughtfully. And so she reaches down into
the tidepool and grabs the fish by its tail.
“I will only wriggle once or twice on
the way down! Remember not to chew!”
True to his word the fish swam down
into her belly. At once she felt the pull of
the wide blue ocean and found herself
drawn to the edge of the crashing surf.
Dive in. A voice inside of her said. I
will breathe for you.
And so the girlfish dove into the
waves and found herself beneath the deep
blue veil, immersed in watered sunlight.
The girlfish could indeed breathe
the cool seawater and finds herself following the tides deeper into the sea.
Just a bit further. The fish inside
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her said as she swims over an endless
dark abyss. It’s just beyond this ridge. The
girlfish swims onward. It was then that they
came to the sandbar.
The fish had not lied, it had clearly
been a magnificent home. Once bedecked
in jeweled seaweeds and silken sands, the
sandbar was now a waste. Corals had been
torn from the seafloor and shreds of kelp
drifted through the water. Fish darted in
and out of holes that had been torn in the
intricate laces, scurrying from safe hold to
safe hold, calling for friends and family.
A yellow fish who was swimming
nearby spotted the girl first.
“The humans!” The yellow fish
yelled. “They’ve returned!”
At the yellow fishes’ words several
of the other fish turned from their repairs
and rushed over to the girl, nibbling and
biting at her skin and hair.
The girl screamed and tried to swipe
at the fish who were swarming her toes and
ankles. As her fight grew more desperate
and her actions more frenzied the fish began to attack more ferociously, swirling
around her like a net she could not escape.
“This is repayment for what your
boats took this morning!” The yellow fish
said in between bites.
“What boats?” The girlfish asked.
“The boats that came this morning and trawled our home with nets and
wrenched our shellfish from their beds.”

The yellow fish answered.
“No! It wasn’t me!” The girlfish answered, startled, but the other fish did not
believe her.
Burp me up. The inner fish said. Let
me talk to them!
“I can’t! I won’t be able to swim!”
The girl yelled, swatting and batting at the
fish intent on attack.
But the fish wriggled and kicked
within the girl’s stomach, and the girl found
herself burping despite her best efforts.
The fish swam out of her mouth and into
the ocean.
All around her the fish who were attacking stopped, marvelling at their friend
and asking how he had survived.
The girl was not as lucky. The water was suddenly cold and distant for her,
pressing in from every side. The girl kicked
and squirmed and found herself struggling
for air. The last thing she heard was the fish
calling to her as she drifted downward into
darker water.
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“That’s a horrible story.” The grove said
after the raven had finished. “There was no
happy ending!”
The raven let out a short laugh and answered the grove, and the other birds, and the
afternoon breeze, and the wildflowers, and
even the storm who could have moved on by
now but had stopped to listen.
“Who said this was the story of the girl?
There was a happy ending for the glittering
fish.” The raven explained. “The fish had mistaken being captured in a fisherman’s net for
being caught in a great storm. He had wriggled
out unknowingly and found himself harbored
by the tidepool before the girl came along. In a
sense, he cheated death twice.”
“What do you mean?” The grove asked.
“The party the girl was attending was a
feast for her fishing village, celebrating a particularly bountiful catch of fish that day from a
hidden sandbar.”
After the raven had finished his story
the storm blew onward and sunlight returned
to fill the grove. The raven took flight, leaving
his tale in the space he left behind.
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The Garden of the Grotesque once
had a luxurious, glorious summer that
ended in the death of a king. News of his
death carried on the wind, crisp and brisk,
from one corner of the garden to the other.
Even the leaves began to droop in respect,
growing inflamed with their best mourning
colors to celebrate the end of a great king.
The king’s one and only son pushed
aside his advisor’s advice to prepare for the
changing seasons and called for a week of
festivities leading up to a lavish banquet
where he was to be crowned. Invitations
were sent to the entirety of the garden and
all were asked to attend, regardless of their
harvests.
The feast was gathered and the
royal abode was festooned in russet and
pumpkin, the roofs gilded with golden
leaves to honor the incoming King while
the fields outside were left to rot.
The evening of the coronation, the
light was growing thin and the perfumed
air was growing thick. The smell of roasted
meat and spiced drink hovered like a cloud
above the feast and covered the stench of
dying crops.
The villages of the east had brought
pickled fish and sea-cucumber stew from
the vast and mysterious sea. The southern

farmers brought cider brewed from the
first apples ripened by the late summer
sun. From the west came seeded breads
and pastries filled with summer fruits.
From the north came the owl sage, baring
the heirloom crown, a golden wreath that
would turn a prince into a king.
It wasn’t until mid-evening that
silence blew across the crowd: the prince
had arrived.
The prince glanced about the room
until his eyes found the glint of the golden
wreath in the grasp of the owl sage. As
the prince started forward, passing crowds
looked for a trace of the Summer King in
this Autumn Prince. the prince’s eyes fixed
on its sparkle and the resemblance to his
father grew less and less.
As the owl sage placed the golden
wreath upon the prince’s head, the once
sweet breeze acquired a bitter taste. The
Autumn Prince rose, now an Autumn King,
who turned to finally speak to the waiting
throng.
“Soon will be the end of shorter
days and colder nights! Winter will not hold
us in its sway! Let us feast, for summer will
be on its way once more!”
And with this, the Autumn King
beckoned for a drink to warm him in the
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chilly air. In the dizzy half light the festivities
began anew, this time with a fevered edge.
The fires seemed brighter and hotter in
the wake of the coronation, the yelling was
louder; the music more frantic.
Advisors swarmed the king, trying to
warn him of the reality of winter and ask for
preparations for the great sleep that would
come. The Autumn King waved them away,
save for requests for more food or drink
brought by his subjects. Summer would
return, the Autumn King declared, and the
world would be abundant soon enough
and once more.
It was not until the next morning
that the Autumn King woke to find small
roots anchoring him to the ground.
In a morning haze, the advisors were
called and yanked him from the ground. The
advisors called doctors who confirmed that
the roots grew from his body. The doctors
called gardeners who were threatened
with execution after a pruning attempt
gone awry. It was the arborists who finally
identified the roots and determined the
king was becoming a tree: if the king
stopped moving for too long, he would
root to the ground.
“What has caused this?” The king
shouted while he paced. “The cider? The
fish? The bread? Does one of my subjects
carry ill will towards me?”
“It could be any of them.” The
advisors said. “We were too busy to try the
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delicacies, but perhaps some of the other
guests may know of this magic.”
It was decided that the king would
search the origins of the offerings.
The Autumn King set off from his royal
abode with advisors trailing behind him. As
they walked the king asked his advisors to
tell him of the land.
First they came to the east, where
the village tended racks of salt fish dried
in the sun. At the king’s request they made
him fresh stew of sea cucumbers and dried
fish. As he cooked the old man apologized
for the quality of the fish. The village had
missed the large schools of fish when they
were at the coronation festival and only
small fish were to be had. Seeing that none
of the locals were sprouting branches, the
Autumn King moved on.
In the south they found apples being
stored in great barrels for an upcoming
year, although a great many barrels
remained empty. The king was growing
roots from his fingers now, and was able to
use them to sip from each barrel to sample
the quality aged vintages. Unfortunately,
many of the best apples had fallen into rot
while the harvesters were visiting the king
at his festivities. No one who harvested the
apples had the look of a man becoming a
tree, so the king decided to move on.
In the west, the king found farmers
threshing grain and grinding seed to flour.
The villagers baked a fresh loaf for a king,
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whose skin had started to grow rough with
bark. Unfortunately mice had eaten many
of the crops while the farmers were at the
festival and the grain supplies were paltry.
None of the seeds in their stores matched the
king’s affliction, so the Autumn King moved
on.
Having visited all of those who brought
offerings, and many more in between, the
Autumn King was left with little place left
to search despite the stiffening of his joints
and the leaves beginning to sprout from his
fingers.
With scant places left to go, the king
and his advisors trekked north to visit the
owl sage. Quickly they climbed through the
cliffs and slopes of the mountains, the air
beginning to bite at their skin. The king could
barely feel the cold as they reached the steps
of the owl’s hollow near the top of a mountain
that overlooked the land.
“It is the golden wreath.” The owl sage
said, upon seeing the Autumn King. “When
you were crowned, it found you lacked a
connection to the land.”
“Since then, I have walked all about
this kingdom ” The Autumn king answered.
“Surely the wreath can see a change in me
now.”
“It is not enough,” The owl sage
responded. “Winter has begun and the
golden wreath can only crown a worthy king.
Perhaps in the thaw of the spring, a tree will
once again become a human.”

The king couldn’t help notice the early
hour of the evening as he looked across the
whole of the garden, from the owl’s mountain
home to the eastern shore to the southern
orchards to western fields. A desperate sun
gasped across the garden in golden heaves
catching on the fraying edges of the world in
the fading light.
Far, far away the castle’s gilded rooves
sparked, only a speck against the large
expanse of fields and orchards and villages
and roads that quilt the garden’s interior.
“You must return and form a council
in my stead. Prepare them all for winter.”
The Autumn King announces. “I am not yet
worthy.”
The advisors twittered, begging the king to
move, for the roots of his feet were burrowing
into the ground and his leaves were starting
to unfurl and drink in the last of the sunlight.
But he did not.
“Winter will come bearing the shortest
days and coldest nights. It will not last forever,
but until it unclenches, its claws it will hold us
in its sway.
The advisors had to lean in close for
the final words, for they were mixed with
the rustle of withering leaves and creaking
branches.
“Summer will come again, but it will not
be for a time, and perhaps then I will return.”
As the advisors filed away, a soft flake of snow
landed on the branch of a tree who was once
king.
28
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There once was a man who took
the job of a mapmaker so he could walk
the endlessly shifting roads of the Garden
of the Grotesque and spend his nights
dreaming of the stars. Once a task of
new exploration, updating the maps day
by day and year after year had become a
frustrating job filled with seeking out roads
that never seemed to be where you last saw
them. While he worked a part of his mind
wandered, wondering what was beyond
the confines of his spot. This went on for
many years until one day he fell asleep on
a snowy midwinter’s eve and in his dreams
found himself split in two.
Lost in sleep the mind found itself
separate from the body-- free from the
gravity that bound him to the paths he was
otherwise obligated to trace.
Unmoored, the mind wandered far
into the clear night sky, taking his time to
stroll along the surface of the moon. There
was little gravity, but he had no presence,
and so there was no need to touch the
ground.
When morning came the mind found
itself drawn back to the house where it had
begun its evening. Back on the ground,
the man’s body awaited it impatiently. The
body and the mind stared at each other
across a gulf of pale winter’s light.
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“Who are you?” The body asked
the mind. “Why do you float above the
ground?”
“I am your mind.” The mind
responded. “A mind that dreams of places
far from here, and I have realized that I
must find them.”
“I need you here. There is work to
be done.” The body said. “Roads to plot
so people may find their way along the
shifting paths.”
“You have not needed me for some
time. The terrain does not change, only
the roads across it.” The mind answered,
turning to leave. “You do not need me
now: your focus is on the earth and mine
has not been there for some time.”
“I may someday need you again.”
The body answered, and the mind knew he
could never leave unless the body willed it
so.
The mind paused.
“If I remain here much longer I will
wither and vanish. I promise to return at
midnight on the next midwinter’s eve.” The
mind offered, hoping that one year would
be enough to fill a lifetime of dreams.
The body paused. The mind told the
truth, there was little need of him in a job
so repetitive. Perhaps later the mind would
be needed again, but for now it simply
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slowed the body’s trek.
“For all you have done, I concede
that I can spare you for a year. When you
return you can tell me of your travels and
what lies beyond this place.
And so the mind left the body and for
a year the mind did not return. He wandered
far into the night sky, dancing between the
awful and wonderful things that lay in the
darkest of the darks and flitting around
what nested in the most brilliant lights.
As the mind gathered time and space he
began to find himself beginning to fill and
the memories beginning to blur--and he
thought back to the life of his body and
started trying to keep a map to track where
he had been and what he had found. It was
not long before the mind realized his maps
lacked the detail and fidelity he would have
once employed.
The body continued to go back and
forth to work. Without a mind that was
focused on everywhere but the present,
he faithfully walked each road and marked
each new path. With each trip his maps
grew more faithful and his mapping more
efficient. One day, his work was so efficient
he returned home early, and found himself
in a quiet moment contemplating the stars.
After that day he would find himself staring
upward, wondering where his mind had
gone and what new sights he may have
seen.
At last the midwinter’s eve returned,

and the mind returned, drifting down
to a bed he had once known well, but it
seemed so small upon his return. Outside
snowflakes fell quietly to the ground.
“Is it time for us to rejoin?” The mind
asked regretfully. Curiously.
“I am not sure we will fit back
together.” The body replied cautiously.
Hopefully. “I have filled the space where
you held your dreams of the rest of the
world with my dreams of you.”
“I am not sure, either.” The mind
responded. “I have found that without your
skill to chart the world the records of my
own journey’ is incomplete.”
“Tell me of your travels.” The body
agreed.
“In exchange you must tell me the
secrets of your maps.” The mind said,
looking down at a fistful of papers and
comet trails and the backs of planet rings
covered in a nest of scribbled stardust. “For
I can tell you a little of what I remember,
but I cannot trace my path for you along
the stars.”
“Let us drink chocolate. And we will
talk.” The body answered.
And so they talked.
And the mind held the cup in an
almost solid hand and the body listened
to the world beyond with rapt attention.
And together, they were a little more than
whole.

32

33

There was once a seed tucked away
beneath the frosted ground. Through winter, the seed slumbered next to their brother and sister seeds until one day, when the
soil began to warm.
With a start the seed realized it was
time to rise and gingerly began unfurling
roots. It rose- carefully, slowly- unsure if it
wanted to enter the world. Finally, a small
shoot poked itself above the ground as if it
were a human sticking a toe into the tepid
air to test the temperature.
Come grow with us! The sibling
sprouts said. Come drink in the sunlight
and feel the rain upon your leaves!
But the air was still cool, and the little sprout thought perhaps it should wait
another day.
But the sprout did not have another
day.
No sooner had the sprout begun
to finally relax its baby leaves than did a
great rending shake its very stalk to the
core. A shovel cut beneath it, shearing its
body from the ground. Now the tiny sprout
found itself hurtling through the air in a
shovel and flying at a speed for which it
was not prepared.
The sprout smacked down with a
thud and found itself buried in a mound
of earth in a deep pool of shade. Slowly,

the sprout began to straighten up. It had
come so far from home in such a short
time. It found its roots slowly sinking into
the ground once more. All night long the
sprout burrowed its roots into the fertile
soil until it touched something unexpected.
“It’s so nice to see the flowers return.” Said the ghost of the girl whose
bones the sprout had encountered. “It was
a long winter.”
The sprout retracted its roots, feeling as though it had happened upon a private moment.
“Oh, hello.” The ghost said to the
sprout. “It’s okay, feel free to feed from my
bones. I have been here almost a year and
only the soil has taken its toll. I’d like it if
what I offer can make you beautiful.”
The sprout reluctantly let its roots
burrow around the bones again. As the
spring rains began to fall, the soil became
mud and some of the bone began to surface. The sprout found a great deal of possibility in these bones and weaved itself
through their lattice to keep from washing
away.
The sprout was now a fine young
plant and grew thicker and wider and taller. The ghost told stories to pass the time,
speaking of the world the sprout could not
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see from the ground.
The little plant felt sorry for the ghost
but could do nothing but keep her company. The ghost told stories of far away fishing
villages and royal abodes and the map maker who forever charted the garden while
watching the sky. The plant grew well and
the bones began to thrive with lizards clustering in its shade. The lizards brought the
small animals and the small animals brought
the birds. Sometimes the small animals and
creatures would stop and listen in on the
tales of the ghost. When the ravens and
moles and butterflies and all sorts of creatures came, they brought their own seeds
and mosses and lichen in thanks to fill the
bones in thanks. Even the mushrooms began to creep up from the deep places of the
earth to hear her words.
The plant grew quickly, fed by words.
As the bones emerged further and further
from the mud the plant would wrap them
with tendrils and cover them with leaves.
Soon half the skeleton was above
the ground, but the offerings of the animals
and the plant had worked together to stitch
the bones together as if they were muscle
and sinew.
“I’m tied to this place, little sprout.”
The ghost said one day. “My bones washed
up on shore last summer, far from my home.
This is where the kind person who found me
laid me to rest, but they did not account for
the spring rains.”
36

It wasn’t long before the daffodils
began to bloom, and the plant pulled a
tendril a little tighter causing a femur to
twitch.
“Are you- are you trying to move my
bones?” The ghost said, surprised.
The plant was not, but never-theless it had. The sprout paused and pulled
back.
“Keep going! If you can make use of
the bones, then use them. Take them far
from here!” The ghost cried.
The ghost started to tell story of
what it remembered of its body while the
plant grew on, linking vertebrae to vertebrae and humerus to radius and ulna to fillanges in the proper order. The birds and
other creatures helped, digging out pieces of skeleton to rearrange and bringing
mosses and other plants to help fill more
gaps. Soon the skeleton was not just a lattice, but a full ecosystem. For many days
and nights it tried to move again and all at
once it managed. First an arm. Then a leg.
“Can you stand?” The ghost asked
the plant, describing the proper motions it
would take. Slowly, the plant sat up, moving vertebrae and humerus and clavicles
with tendrils, leaves, and branches to leverage the new weight. Soon, it was standing
far above the forest floor.
The plant looked down and saw its
plant siblings, only a few feet away, their
small forms tied to the ground and crowd-

ing an area rich in sunlight.
“Can you walk?” The ghost asked,
once again describing what it remembered
of moving through the air and over the
ground. Soon the plant-skeleton took one
tentative step. And then another. Soon the
plant-skeleton was strolling through the
forest, taking in the new sights from so
high above them.
“The sea is ahead!” The ghost said,
I can hear the ocean!” And indeed beyond
a wall of trees was an expanse of sunlight.
The plant-skeleton continued forward until it was just on the edge, wondering if it
would burn in the intense sunlight on the
other side of the forest’s edge.
“Would you like me to help you?”
The ghost of the girl asked.
The plant looked from the ghost to
the sunlight outside the clearing. It held
out a hand-- its hand--their hand: A hand of
bone laced with vines reaching for the notquite-there hand of a ghost.
“I’ll stay with you as long as you
need me.” The ghost said. “You’re a part
of me as much as I’m a part of you.”
The plant-skeleton nodded, and together they stepped out into the sunlight.
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I have always been interested in telling stories and
building compelling worlds for people to experience.
I’ve chased this impulse through writing, illustration,
painting, and now ceramics.
As a child I spent large portions of my summers driving
sunny stretches of highway and camping in national
parks without working showers. These trips between
parched and endless scrub, jagged mountains, and
towering coastal forests afforded me many escapes
into fantasies offered by the world around me.
Fantasy allows for metaphorical subjects to be
explored more directly and allows for complex
themes to be addressed in fluid ways. Rather than
becoming caught in the minutiae of daily life, I can
use my experiences to form more expansive and
immersive narratives for viewers. By writing my own
fables I can speak to my specific interests of hybridity
and metamorphosis rather than borrow the story of
a classical text from another author in another time
and place.
Creating an immersive and transportive experience
for viewers and readers can open other worlds where
we can escape from the norms and expectations
society holds. Once we are outside of the familiar
we can gain a new perspective and re-examine our
relationships to the boundaries and laws of our prior
worlds.
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Clay has a 12000 year history as a worldbuilding medium1, seen through the
archetypal characters of Greek pottery, Islamic tilework, Chinese porcelain, and
even American Colonial stoneware. Illustrative ceramics have been subjected
to imagery for the entirety of their history. Humans cannot resist the call of an
undecorated surface, whether it be a tile, a ritual vessel, or a chamber pot2. If
there is space and time, humans will inevitably find a way to fill it with images.
Many cultures have created narrative vessels that reflect their cultural histories, all
the way from the pottery of the Halaf culture capturing imagery of the bull-head
designs reflecting their culture of stock-rearing and bull cults3, to the dense
tin-glazed Maiolica of the Italian Renaissance, capturing many religious motifs of
the era and appropriating the technical traditions of the Islamic and Byzantine
world. 4
My introduction to this world was through Greco-Roman myth. The human scale
of their fantastic stories, the webbing that strung their mythos together, and
their archetypal imagery provided the baseline for how I consider the complex
entanglements of stories. The designs of their vessels reflect these interests as
well: precise shapes are inspired by metalworking, vessels have wide mouths for
pouring and scooping and cleaning, their illustrations are drawn in an impractical
process involving iron oxide instead of glaze that left their pots porous but with
graphic, narrative images.5 This marriage of function, decoration, and the implicit
social mores creates an aesthetic that, to me, communicates the entirety of a
culture in a single vessel. Every culture’s ceramic-ware does this, but Greek myth
and pottery imprinted on me at a young age and acts as a model to this day.
I am participating in a long history of the illustrated form, and the classical forms
that I reference give the viewer a thread to pull to begin unravelling my work.
The ceramic vessel has a very specific place in the cultural imagination, often
existing as a decorative artifact to display or for a ceremonial or specific ritual.6
By contrasting these recognizable forms with unconventional sculptural technique
and new narratives that reflect my more contemporary concerns, I can lead viewers
into a new place--a new world--that is unfamiliar and fantastical, but has enough
grounding in our culture to anchor it in reality.
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Inhabiting Space
I often begin my process by constructing narrative and my goal
is for the act of viewing to allow the work to unfold as it is
viewed and the complexity of the designs processed.
The design of my work reflects the framework of stories: there
are decisive beginnings and endings at the foot and lip or finnial
of a vessel, discrete characters, and conflicts within a single
piece. Because I am creating both the narrative and the vessel
that reflects it, the two processes can inform each other; I can
capture a conflict, a tension, or a transformation that might not
otherwise be apparent.
Furthermore, each of my pieces are constructed through a
meeting of ceramic gestures. Marked and knotted clay, networks
of coils, and richly glazed surfaces are considered discretely
before they become merged. This parallels the creation of the
chimaera where the creature is not only its own being but a
meeting of snake, lion, and goat.
The chimaeric structure of the grotesque, the monstrous, and
the abnormal allows for an indulgent and hedonistic space where
conflicting visual languages create generative dialogues. To me
the grotesque and the monstrous are examples of hedonistic
structure and desire, existing as outliers due to their distance
from an accepted norm. By decentering the world from the
arbitrary norms we assign it and recentering our expectations
within a new, heterotopic space, we can gain a new perspective.

The Heterotopia
The Heterotopia creates an arena to physicalize potentiality. Defined by Michel Foucault in
On Other Spaces, the term relates to Utopia (an idealized world) and Dystopia (a collapsed
world)7; in contrast, hetero-topia refers to to an “other world.” Often, a heterotopia is a
third space that exists where two different modes of reality meet. To quote Luke Morgan
from The Monster in the Garden:
“...as heterotopic spaces [gardens] simultaneously affirm and contest norms
rather than “reconciling” differences. The garden functions as a kind of
distorting or critical mirror, bringing together disparate and even opposed
concepts, figures, and formations and revealing the limitations, omissions,
and repressions of normative thinking in the process.” 8
Over the years my work has moved between mediums, styles, and dimensionalities, but it
has always carried with it a core interest in deconstructing and examining what we define
as the normative and categorical. Through the use of a heterotopic space, in this case the
garden, I can suggest a fertile alternate world that exists in order to explore the ideas of
possibility rather than what is “natural.”

Clay offers the capability for both complete control and
complete surrender, but most of all it allows us to build new
things. By creating work that is grotesque, monstrous, and
unusual, but clearly constructed by an artist’s hand, I can
suggest the possibility of constructing a world that is crafted to
reflect what we want about ourselves.
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My favorite stories have always been ones of monsters, magic, and the
exploration of new worlds. I find myself drawn to these stories, not
because I long for them to be real, but because they model alternate
ways of seeing the world, framing our world in new ways and adding
to our experiences in day to day life. Fantasy allows for fears to be
externalized and overcome, hedonistic indulgences to be permitted
and welcomed, and for problems to be unfolded in satisfying ways. It is
through stories that we string together our world and ourselves, and it
benefits us to experience stories that push back against the things that
we take for granted.
The stories I’ve created for this body of work are clearly fantastical and
the ceramic pieces I’ve built reflect this quality, but what they also share
is that they are constructed artistry. Their nature as art created to satisfy
a specific narrative intent allows them a direct approach; they were
created to explore ideas of metamorphosis and hybridity and that is
their core guiding principle. The story and sculpture are designed to be
participatory in a way that allows the viewer to come to them and take
the aspects they want or need. The ceramic sculpture is constructed
based on a false world, but it’s still a real, tangible object and it acts as
an example of our capability as humans to build whatever we want from
the materials that lie under our feet Whether the goal is to make up for
something the world lacks, or to simply add more of the things we think
should exist, the possibility of creation can upset our expectations of
what is and point to what could be instead.
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The Garden of the Grotesque is a home
for stories. It is my interpretation of an
otherworld that operates on different
rules, using the mutability of clay and
the language of ceramics to capture the
fables of a world unlike ours. It is a space
that prioritizes possibility and change
over what is “natural” and “logical.”
The fables themselves become the
structuring methodology for the
ceramic vessels, reflecting their
concerns with synthesis, separation,
and change. Collisions of conflicting
references, paradoxes, and echoing
histories and constructions benefit from
using ceramics and stories as reference
points. Both artistic practices have a rich
and concrete intent that allow me to
anchor and simplify abstract concerns.
My goals with the Garden of the
Grotesque are to highlight the qualities
I think are worth learning from within
the Grotesque - their mutability and
stark hybridity - and present them in a
way that the viewer can experience on
their own terms.
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The metamorphic and chimaeric are examples of The Grotesque. Metamorphism
is drawn from Ovid and features a process of transformation between one
form and another. The chimaera is a hybrid creature that often embodies a
conflict or paradox. The grotesque are creatures that feature these processes
in a constant state of unfolding.9
The Grotesque originated in the paintings and sculpture of ancient Rome.
During the Renaissance in the sixteenth century the style was rediscovered on
the walls of Nero’s palace after a thousand years of being buried beneath the
earth.10 The imagery was, at the time, an avant garde collision of plant, animal,
design and the unknown, their fusion made possible through their situation
on the pictorial plane or through their embodiment in sculpted material. The
otherworld of the canvas. When faced with an artistic challenge to inhabit
space, the artisans became curators of a blank world where anything could
happen. They were able to violate norms and question categories while
subverting and destabilize the rules; mixing, matching, and pruning. Here we
see the chimaera and the metamorphic; the collision and change of fragments
of the known into the fantastic and mythic.
What draws me to the grotesque is how literally it embodies this descent into
another world. By falling through the earth we are engulfed in an even more
fertile reality that can house boundary creatures whose alterity is considered
monstrous above the ground. A chthonic world where monsters are the norm,
and the normal becomes the abnormal.
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An empathic space for monstrosity
What is a monster? What makes something (or someone)
abnormal? Why?
Monstrosity is a concept we use to define the edge of what
we consider acceptable, often resulting from a combination
of alterity and threat. Someone or something becomes a
monster through transformation (metamorphosis), often
an unwilling one. Sometimes these transformations are
implicit and occur before or at birth.11 When someone (or
thing) is born a “monster” it is always a deviation from
some prior point of non-monstrosity. Once one becomes
a monster they are held apart from society and become
boundary creatures. What separates the monstrous and
the abnormal is often a matter of degree.12
The abnormal and the monstrous are tautological; Monsters
are monsters because they are monsters. The abnormal are
not normal because they are outside the norm. What we
find acceptable is often dictated by our norms. What is
normative is acceptable because it is “normal.”13

Sometimes this system is effective. Fictional monsters are
often given a taste for human flesh or murder because
these elements violate ethical norms that infringe upon
our personal autonomy. Social norms can sometimes look
a lot like ethical norms if you are raised within them.
Metamorphosis and alterity are what define the monster,
but they also reflect the uncomfortable process of
growth. Perhaps, by stepping outside of the normative,
we can use a different lens to see the process of growth
and change as a way to understand the world. Instead of
defining things by what they are or have been, we could
instead ponder what they could become, and marvel in
the process that takes them there:
“One of Mikhail Bakhtin’s main arguments is
that the grotesque body is unfinished or in
a state of perpetual ‘becoming,’ in contrast
to its static, idealized, and autonomous
classical counterpart. Kakhtin claims
that the grotesque body and the world
interpenetrate: ‘the unfinished and open
body (dying, bringing forth and being born)
is not separated from the world by clearly
defined boundaries; it is blended with the
world, with animals, with objects.’”14

Norms only exist through exclusion. Over time we can
forget what is dictated by ethics and what is dictated by
societal trends. What defines the monster and the abnormal
is their failure to live up to the normative, either willingly or
unwillingly. It is important to be able to step outside of our
cultural norms so we can refresh our view of the world and
re-establish views based on empathy and respect for the
autonomy of the individual rather than the respect of the
norms because they are norms.

What separates the monstrous and the grotesque is
that the monstrous is the end result of a transformation
and the grotesque is a creature continually in the act of
becoming something else.
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The Monster in the Garden
by Luke Morgan
When the Domus Aurea, a “Golden House’’
Nero built as a summer palace, was discovered
in the 16th century, the faded paintings that
covered the walls became the catalyst for a
new artistic tradition. There was a flexibility
to the newly emerged contemporary art; the
Grotesque inspired a consideration of new
and strange worlds where creatures adapted
and changed and were just outside of the
real. The Domus Aurea was buried after Nero
died, filled with earth and left to sit for over a
millenia. A literal descent was required for the
artists of the renaissance to reenter the space.
One by one they were lowered into a cthonic
realm, looking for inspiration and alternate
ways of seeing the world beneath the ground.
15

The Monster in the Garden: The Grotesque
and the Gigantic in Renaissance Design by
Luke Morgan offers a review of the renaissance
perspective on the grotesque elements within
garden design that developed out of the
discovery of the Domus Aurea.
Morgan identifies the grotesque as “boundary”
creatures, monsters that exist in a liminal space
on the edge of nature and are conceptualized
as counterpoints to the structured “natural”
norms we understand. 64
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A few pages later, Morgan offers a
categorical system for the grotesque: the
excessive, the deficient, and the hybrid. Each
stems from a literary history that examines
how the grotesque are defined in relation to
“the norm,” either by how many body parts
they possess or how they are mixed with the
features of animals. 82
The grotesque reject the ideologically
“perfect” body plan, and these alternate,
possible configurations are not only
rare-- but monstrous. Their very existence
classes them as unsettling because they
do not conform to the normative and their
unalterable body makes them incapable of
doing so.18
The exploration of Renaissance inquiry
within Monster in the Garden mirrored many
of the concerns in my own work. I found
that my interests in celebrating possibility
and re-examining contemporary normativity
were sympathetic to the interests of the
group of Renaissance artists looking back
across the centuries to an even more distant
time. The grotesque and the monstrous find
a new orientation in the heterotopic space
of the garden, and as a liminal space of
paradox and collision the garden allows a
freedom of exploration for these boundary
creatures. Monster provided both template
and foundation for the recurrence of my
consideration of these themes.
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I hope that the viewer leaves my work with a sense
of wonder and a sense of the possible. Today’s
society is intent on boxing, branding, and framing
people and experiences in a way that is productive
for the algorithms and reductive for empathetic
human interaction.
My hope is that people turn back to the world and
look at it for what it is rather than how it’s been
packaged. That most things are chimaeric in nature,
being composed of many analogous and conflicting
systems and experiences. That people and things
are always in a state of flux and metamorphosis.
That monstrosity and hedonism are a matter of
framing, and they tell us more about the norm than
they do about their subject.
And most of all, that sometimes (at any age) it’s
okay to escape into another world, especially if it’s
just to see what’s there.
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Part 4:
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Drench
Flourish
Flush
Haunt
Lull
Lurid

The inspiration for Summer was the concept of the
hybrid: two beings merging and becoming less when
they separate. Within the fable I tried to reflect this
through the structure of the frame story of the grove
holding the more pointed story of the girlfish. The
tale of the
grove also
acts as hypothesis
about the
role of story
on an audience, where
words can
change
a
listener
through
their
impact.
The
girlfish story is an investigation
of perspective and what it means for something to be lush and
indulgent. Who benefits? Who is harmed? The form
of the vessel is a classic pitcher/basin set that reflects
the ideas of interiors, exteriors, giving, and receiving.

Fall is a season of transformation; in the northern
hemisphere it signals a change from the abundance of
summer to the hibernation of winter. I framed this as
a journey from indulgence and decadance to a more
minimalist or stark mindset. The fable constructed
for this story was designed
in
the vein of
the
many
“coming of
age”
stories that are
prevalent in
fiction and
c h ro n i c l e s
a growing
acceptance
that someone
may
not be right
for a position even if
they want
it. The ceramic work is also designed around this idea of transformation, moving from the bottom into the top, like
the growth of a tree. I tried to capture a decandance
that sheds itself and reveals something a little more
refined at its terminates.

Feast
Fraying
Rot
Spice
Toasted
Wither

Bite
Jealous
Muffled
Nestled
Sleep
Spare

The clarity of winter nights inspired my thoughts on
winter. There can be harsh contrasts in the coldest
months: the sun is brighter and the ground is covered in white snow and the night is longer and seems
even more mysterious. As the opposite of Summer
I was interested in the
concept of
a being that
splits into
two halves
that grow in
the absence
from
another. I was
also interested in the
idea of productive separation and
the value in
both practicality and
dreams.
The ceramic
work is a hot chocolate set consisting of a tray that
nestles the pots and the pots will warm the tray in
turn. I wanted the tray to appear more icy and tactile and the pitchers and jars to seem a little dreamy,
looking upward towards the sky.

Aspire
Eager
Melt
Profusion
Swell
Yawn
Yearn

I find spring to be a very cathartic season after the
sparsity of winter, a reminder that the cycle always
wraps back around. Even so, after the long empty expanse of winter, Spring seems to pick up speed rapidly
after
creeping
in,
folliating
and
blossoming
in possibly
unsustainable quantitites. The
fable
for
this season
was written
to
reflect
the creep
of spring:
scarcity to
abundance.
I wanted to
write a story that countered a fall from decadance:
an emergence into indulgence. The ceramic work was
designed to capture a dangerous suspended weight
that’s still finding its ground while rupturing upwards.
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Chrysalis
Fall 2016
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When I was young I was
obsessed with mermaids.
Disney’s The Little Mermaid is
mostly to blame for the origins
of the obsession, but I quickly
moved beyond the movie
canon and found myself filling
sketchbooks and art classes
with dozens of drawings of
mer-folk of all kinds. I was also
fascinated by Beauty and the
Beast and The Lion King, not
especially identifying with the
characters but instead the
stories and the worlds they
built. When I was a bit older I
found myself drawn to anime,
manga, and video games;
media that lent themselves
to impossible creatures and
fantastic spaces. I even wrote
my own stories that featured
half-human and half-animal
characters and other hybrid
monsters. I wasn’t quite yet
interested in the philosophical
implications of the hybrid,
but I enjoyed making my own
creatures and my own worlds
that featured the ‘what ifs”
that interested me. Stories
where an odd little kid who
didn’t quite line up with
everyone else could exist.
Mermaid, Second Grade
Opposite: The Mermaid Mug
1998
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When I started pursuing
the fine arts more seriously
in college, these interests
shifted away from referencing
my own creations towards
the art historical canon and
classical mythology.
My interests in the myths
of transformation, fantastic
happenings and otherworlds
are an outgrowth of an
interest in dreaming about
the impossible. Daphne’s
metamorphosis into a tree
and Icarus’ doomed flight
represent events that will
never happen, but they speak
to us about the real fears
and desires that are buried in
these tales. By taking these
tales into the modern day
through form and imagery I
am able to internalize them
and revitalize them for a
contemporary audience and
myself.

The Icarus Jar
Fall 2015

The Daphne Teapot
Fall 2015
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My
interests
in
the
construction of stories
bleeds into my interest
in the construction of
form. How does the way
something is constructed
communicate its origins?
Clay is a fluid material
that transforms into an
unyeilding solid when fired.
What does this unique
media say across it’s wide
range of techniques and
structural stabilities?
Clay formed on the wheel
is often liable to collapse.
Pots that have collapsed
can communicate their
materiality through their
shape: they were once
soft. This softness can be
captured and fused with
clay at a later stage of
stability to create a stark
dichotomy.
These hybrids feature these
dualing aspects of clay and
celebrate its materiality
and origins as a crafted
hand-formed object.
Cacoonase
Spring 2016

Pucker & Fold
Spring 2016
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How can a material like clay tell a
story through it’s
inherent qualities
of mutability?
Clay has the flexibility to to take on
the character of
any story we want
it to, but what
happens when we
make the making
process obvious?
What
happens
when we pull back
the curtain and reveal clay as handformed and once
soft bodied?
If we tell the same
stories, but those
stories warp the
forms themselves
and revel in ther
materiality, does
the story change?
The Archetypes
Fall-Spring 2017-18
L to R: The Muse, The Recluse, The Queen, The King, The Mystic, and The Artist
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What changes if we tell our stories
through a medium that pushes against
our control?
Do we tell stories differently if they are
allowed to be what they need to be
rather than being what we think they
should be?

List of Strong Words from Anxiety Prompt
Twisting
Dry
Unsustainable
Breathless
Stutter
Sustained
Squeezed
Sneak
Skin
Weight
Veiled
Burned
Compression Alone
Peeled
Heavy
Hurricane
Dark pink
Reminding
Spinning
New
Short breaths Whipping
Thin
Unable
Threatening
Tension
Suspends
Tear
Bubbles
Stubborn
Still
Thorns
Shaking
Tense
Too soon
Prickling
Waiting
Too much
Heat
Whirling
Tart
Vibration
Spent
Sudden
Wrung
Fizzle
Sharp
Pulled
Forced
Lingering
Threaten
Rawness
Anxiety Form
May 2019
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Each day of our lives is a new story,
affected by what came before, what is
around us now, and what could come after.
Sometimes it seems to me that we are an
aggregation of influences settling out a
world that has shaken us into suspension.
Biology, community, landscape, culture, history, desires, and fears all collide within us
and one way we build ourselves is through
the story we construct that threads all of
these influences together.

Potober Vessels 1-16
October 2019
An excersize featuring the
intuitive creation of one
new vessel per day.
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Do we have to
construct ourselves
the way we’re
expected?
What happens if we
build a story that
reflects who we
are at that moment
rather than who we
were or who we think
we should be?
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Potober Vessels
4, 8, 12, and 15
November 2019
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How are we
affected by
our origins?

Altered Pedestal Experiment #1
January 2020

Altered Pedestal Experiment #2
January 2020
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Altered Pedestal Experiment #3
January 2020
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What are we
built upon?
How does it
affect our final
shape?

Vanitas
February 2020

TuttiFrutti
February 2020
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Is there a better way
to inhabit ourselves?

Sight Seeing
August 2020
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What happens if we start
to become too much for
that which supports us?

#Bleh
August 2020
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Succumb
August 2020

How do our stories change
when they are held in the stories
that others tell for us?

The Monstrosity Scale
Fall 2020
L to R:
Yearn | The Excessive
Inheritance | The Hybrid
#Mood | The Deficient
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How do we interact with the
structures that support us?

What do we owe the
structures that support us?

Ponder
October 2020
90

Circus
October 2020
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Does the way a
story unfolds tell
us anything about
how it will end?

The Genesis Narrative
September 2020
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Is it better to look at ourselves one aspect at a time?
Or as a whole influenced by many aspects?

Or is it better to think of the possibilities of
what we could become?
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Testing Ground
December 2020
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Phenomenology
A term coined by
Edmund Husserl in
the early 1900s to
focus on describing
our experiences
rather than quantifying them. 19
Objectivity
A theory put forth
by René Descartes
that only the things
that are directly
quantifiable and
measurable through
mathematics are
real. 20
Subjectivity
The theory that
‘illusory’ experiences such as color,
taste, and sound
that can only be
percieved through
our senses and not
independently. 21

Abram, David. The Spell of the Sensuous: Perception and Language
in a more-than-human World. Penguin Random House LLC, New York.
1997.
David Abrams, a phenomenologist and author, wrote The Spell of the
Sensuous to examine how the experience of the world has shaped our
course as humans and how our experience as humans has shaped the
course of our world. Abrams speaks of the senses as the tether that links
our minds to the outside world.
The overall hypothesis he suggests shows the potential fallibility of our
current “objective” interpretation of the world and how it perpetuates
a colonialist sense of mastery over reality that is out of sync with nature,
and while there are many advantages to our current systems, what possibilities are we avoiding through this current outlook on life?
The Spell of the Sensuous offers a compelling analysis of the validity of
objectivity and the role of the senses. Not only in how we perceive the
world, but in how we construct it. This critical lens inspired me to consider
how the physical and sensorial aspects of my own work mirror and invoke
the exterior world and why I make the aesthetic decisions that I do. How
we process the act of perception can drastically change a work of art, and
Spell made me more strongly consider context and how the overall environment will affect the story I want to tell. Two such examples of these
processes are our experience of subjectivity and relativity. Abrams details
how our language and cultural systems can affect our subjectivity, and as
all objective fact is acquired through our subjective senses it can affect
our interpretation of the world. Similarly, our interpretation of time and
memory has been profoundly altered by the introduction of the written
word. My work deals with the categorical and the liminal, two concepts
that exist in relation to their proximity to the normative.This text added a
broader perspective with which to view my own work as an examination
of how all perception is embedded in subjectivity.
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Dissanayake, Ellen. What is Art For? University of Washington Press.
1988.
Dissanayake is an evolutionary scholar who wrote What is Art For? to
provide a thorough unspooling of the possible biological underpinnings
within the artmaking process.
From the beginning, Dissanayake dives into the question of what art is
and its relationship and overlaps with ritual and play
play. Once we find a definitive answer: that art is a process of “making special,” Dissanayake explores what this means and how it might have benefitted us from an evolutionary perspective. The book ends with a summation of what art has
come to mean to us culturally: that art is a shared space for celebrating
what bridges us as humans.
This book is written from a scientific methodology and takes great pains
to deconstruct the issue and establish the groundwork which makes this
particular inquiry both unique and well researched. As someone outside
of the field of bio evolutionary studies, I found that this book makes several fascinating connections between the basic behaviors of humans, play
and ritual, that situates the arts as an innate function of the human animal.
I was particularly interested in Dissanayake’s final perspective on Art at
this crossroad of ritual and play, containing aspects of both and allowing
for musings on metaphor and its function as an entry into an alternate
space. I found the exploration of art as a process of externalizing internal
concerns in a manageable way to be particularly moving.
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Ritual
A formal and regulatory practice and is
enacted to strengthen
and encourages traditions, social bonds,
and behaviors. 22
Play
A spontaneous and
non-serious activity
that rewards surprise,
make-believe, and
novelty. 23
“Making Special”
The theory of artmaking put forth by
Dissanayake that the
fundamental practice of art is to take
an object out of the
ordinary realm and
bring it to a special
one. This realm can
be supernatural or
mythic in nature, or
reflect a purely aesthetic realm as most
art in our modern
age strives for. 24

Entropy
The second law of
thermodynamics
which states that
when energy is
transferred between
objects some will always be irreversibly
lost. Eco applies this
concept to information exchange and
the impossibility of
perfect communication between two
people.25
Fixed
The “closed” quality of work that
references an
established subject.
Systems such as language and rhythm
allow us a “fixed”
base that allows
more complex communication.26
Open
The aspect of a
piece of art that
invites the viewer to
complete the work
as a collaborator.27

Eco, Umberto. The Open Work. Translated by Anna Cancogni,
Harvard University Press, Cambridge, Massachusetts. 1989.

Foucault, Michel. Abnormal: Lectures at the Collège de France. Translated by Graham Burchell, Verso, New York, NY. 2003

Umberto Eco, a midcentury author and aesthetic critic, wrote The Open
Work, to discuss, among other things, the participatory quality of modern
art and the entropy of information. Through The Open Work, Eco examines art and the degree to which it is fixed versus open
open. Eco differentiates
the struggle of communication between the artist and the viewer that
necessitates the comprehensibility of the fixed quality to appreciate the
unprecedented and novel quality of the open.

Foucault was a mid century French philosopher who questioned systems
of power and structure, spending his career examining these systems.
When he was teaching, Foucault completed a lecture series on the Abnormal, studying the ways in which we exclude individuals that do not fit
the norms of society, the most extreme example he terms ‘the monster’.
monster’
Foucault speculates how the formation of the monstrous is often arbitrary
and tautological
tautological: the monster is monstrous because he is monstrous. The
identity of monstrosity hinges on its existence as an outlier and its innate
identity.

Eco speaks about the Baroque early on in The Open Work, and how it is
an excellent historical example of openness because it asks that the viewer walk around it and understand it in space.28 There is a natural unfolding
to the work because it cannot be seen all at once. The dimensionality of
the work draws your attention into it and separates your focus from the
familiar to investigate this new object. Every encounter with a new work
of art draws you inside its world; the physical exploration of sculpture can
simulate actual exploration and discovery and make you feel like an active
participant rather than simply an observer.

My interest in the monstrous and abnormal is informed by the boundary
of the normative and developed my interest in the necessity of a heterotopic space. It is impossible to fully divest oneself from contemporary
normative structures, but it is important to critique them and enter an
alternate space where these norms hold less sway. Foucault’s critique and
genealogy of monstrosity and the abnormal established a lens to view my
own ceramics in relation to more normative pottery, and offered a template and direction to further explore liminal ideals and why this liminality
might be important to the subtext of my work.

To participate, the viewer must enter this new space, whether it be a
heterotopic area or the world implied by the vessel in front of them. My
interest in the materiality and tactility of clay reflects this interest in drawing people in and presenting them with physical objects they can take in
on their own terms.

Foucault, Michel. “Of Other Spaces: Utopias and Heterotopias.” The
Visual Culture Reader, edited by Nicholas Mirzoeff, Routledge, London, UK. 1998.

100

This text was based on a lecture given in the spring of 1986. It details the
heterotopic structure and its function as a space that subverts boundaries.
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“The Monster”
To quote Foucault
“the monster is the
major model of every
little deviation.” The
‘monster’ is the name
we give the endpoint
of the normal-abnormal scale. A ‘violation
of the laws of society
and nature.’29
Tautology
Tautology is a logical construction that
is true by necessity.
Foucault details the
abnormal as tautological: they are
abnormal because
society dictates them
as abnormal. 30
Normative
The normative is a
political concept that
is the structural apparatus that validates
and creates systems
of power. 17
The Liminal
The state of being
at a threshold of
change. 37

Trauma
A psychic wound
left behind after an
emotionally charged
event.
Dissociation
Mental processes,
such as sensations,
thoughts, emotions,
memories, and identities that we would
ordinarily expect to
be integrated... but
which are not. 32
Reassociation
T.S. Eliot is quoted as
saying, in regards to
his poetry:
“What I am insisting
on is the role of the
artist in the development and maintenance of the mind.”33

Gish, Nancy K. “Discarnate Desire: T. S. Eliot and the Poetics of
Dissociation.” Gender, Desire, and Sexuality in T. S. Eliot.” Edited by
Cassandra Laity and Nancy K. Gish. Cambridge University Press, The
Edinburgh Building, Cambridge, UK. 2004.
Within this text Gish explores the phenomena of dissociation and mental
fragmentation, examining it in relation to Eliot’s poetry. Eliot’s awareness
of the (then) recently defined dissociative process as a trauma response
to his own generations reaction to World War 1 provides an interesting
window into the construction of his multi-vocal poetry. Gish posits that
Eliot employed his particular appropriative, layered, and clashing style
of verse in order to offer the potential for reassociation through art.
This text emerged in my research into T.S. Eliot and his modernist
and aggregate poetry, which I felt had a familiar structure to my own
artwork. While I have long been interested in combining distinct visual
styles, using Eliot as a parallel to my own artmaking process was useful
as a model and guide for what this fragmentation could signify and why
someone might use it in an artistic practice.

Kosman, Marcelle and McGregor, Hannah. “Book 1, Episode 1 | The Chosen
One.” Witch, Please. Podcast audio, Oct 28, 2020. https://play.acast.com/s/
oh-witch-please/thechosenone
Witch, Please is a Harry Potter analysis podcast orchestrated by two Canadian
feminist educators with PHDs. What started as an earnest and spontaneous
attempt to evaluate the Potter franchise from a critical feminist lens has morphed
into a study on a wide breadth of topics in academic theory using the Potter
books as a case study.
Episodes that cover Narrative Theory, Animal Studies, Orientalism, Feminist
Theory, Trauma Theory, Disability Theory, and many more are all worth listening
to, even if you skip the Harry Potter portion.
The Harry Potter books have been tarnished in the public view, perhaps
irrevocably, but this Podcast manages to acknowledge the difficulties of created
Potter content in 2021 while reminiscing about the subject as a cultural touch
stone and a topic people know well enough to use as an example for complex
investigation.

West, Stephen. “Episode 121- Michel Foucault pt. 1”. Philosophize This.
Podcast audio, July 21, 2018. https://www.philosophizethis.org/podcast/
michel-foucault-pt-1.
Stephen West has created a sprawling podcast that seeks to detail the entirety of
global philosophical tradition. With episodes that focus on indivudal philosophers
as well as broad theories and groups, this Podcast has information on nearly
anyone you can think of.
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Jung, Carl Gustav. “Modern Man in Search of a Soul.” Translated by W.s. Dell
and Cary. The Creative Process: A Symposium, edited by Ghislen, Brewster,
University of California Press, 1952, pp. 212-232.
Carl Gustav Jung was a turn of the century psychologist who studied dreams,
the unconscious, and occasionally art, wrote:
A great work of art is like a dream; for all its apparent obviousness
it does not explain itself and is never unequivocal. A dream never
says: “You ought,” or: “this is the truth.” It presents an image in
much the same way as nature allows a plant to grow, and we must
draw our own conclusions…. To grasp its meaning, we must allow it
to shape us as it once shaped him. Then we understand the nature
of his experience. 34
In this quote Jung captures an integrity I hope to cultivate for the viewer.
Approaching work holistically allows an audience to enter a receptive space that
requires no breaks in immersion, allowing the viewer to be influenced by what is
there, rather than what the artist tells them is there. The most effective way to
change someone’s mind is not by confronting them, but by presenting your case
and allowing the subject to consider opinions on their own terms. Art is an act
of persuasion, and, to paraphrase Jung, we must allow ourselves to be shaped
by the same thoughts that the artist used to shape the work; to guide others on
the path our own mind followed towards the insight that inspired us. It is only
through practicing this empathy that we can come to any sort of synchronous
understanding.
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Miller, Henry. “Reflections on Writing.” from The Wisdom of the Heart. The
Creative Process: A Symposium, edited by Ghislen, Brewster, University of
California Press, 1952, pp. 184-191.
Henry Miller was a genre breaking writer, who reflects on what it takes to create
art and how one becomes an artist. I was particularly drawn to his reflections on
art as a process of daring and always reaching further, and when you are comfortable with that stretch you reach further again.
A particular quote he uses to illustrate his point is by René Crevel, a writer involved with the surrealists: “No daring is fatal. The whole logic of the universe is
contained in daring, in creating from the flimsiest, slenderest support.”35
Sessions, Roger. “The Composer and his Message.” Translated by W.s. Dell
and Cary. The Creative Process: A Symposium, edited by Ghislen, Brewster,
University of California Press, 1952, pp. 36-40.
A leading composer of the twentieth century, Roger Sessions wrote about creativity within music. As someone with no background in music theory, I was fascinated by the medium as temporal and ephemeral, the opposite of clay. Sessions
writes of the reverberations of emotive response and how music speaks in a
language that can evoke and energize emotions rather than replicating them.
“These bars from the prelude to Tristain do not express for us love
or frustration or even longing: but they reproduce for us, both qualitatively and dynamically, certain gestures of the spirit which are to
be sure less specifically definable than any of these emotions, but
which energize them and make them vital to us.” 36
The concept of communicating through evocation and ‘gestures of the spirit,’
and allowing them to intensify and evoke the viewers personal emotional response framed artmaking in a different and more expansive way than I normally
would as an illustrator and sculptor.
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